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UY I E SUXENTRIORE.
Trve oip the ey ahiant the hgs
Vhak spashie Mright and gay;
Tans o guattit dowors on the wall
In u'.;l'ﬁs'np ol jlay.
Oh, thes nl]l sersow (o the winds,
For this s Choistines day.

Wihat if the ohilly wimls wiEsous
Abhont the chimuiey Blow

And high sgzalnet the frodted punes
Mabke minar=tw o kniw

Wi Christuine chesr this ooty -
With comturt wis aglow!

The Hapgee b1 upsn the flgor,

With feelinps Juscious ripe,
Playw with the red oy animel

Of cunows spol or stripe )
While dewp wilhin his Bvtdle honrd

T birds of speiagtine pine.

Ee roams beneath his loaded tree
Beside the inglenook,
Alive with candiee, blocks and droems

Anad muny nopietare book
ey domr ol Sagia Clatz, who came
Last night—hut hash—ch, Taok!

Huro canss thepln ap and lascioons gooee
Hd snvory smdd heowng,

A ~olles prugnlse op o disly,
Frar catoes st (e o drown,

Aot plasss an et frlamphiaut hrows
A mak thooeh @seting cTowm,

Covmye, Lot v alvgfwes Bidy wiile he's hod
Au hevathing Migeos of enles,

A=d pide the punpe ot seuffing high
U puss o fminy aliow,

And it dremn vhallops Hghtly drifs
Througn owery parmilise,

A allersand wo'H Hght onr plpes
While twilizht aluwcles nppenr,

Al b v heade thewcishbhone fendl,
Al 1he Lilasitg olieer,

Lot lufwg wiso wrirnge alde Vor e k)
A Hapys, ghad Now Year.

A CHRISTMAS QUEEN.

BY MASTHA M'CULLOCH WILLIAMS
[Copyrignt, B4 by tha Aathor. |
Annt Charlotte came sturdily across
the Lee plantntion.  The Beolds wers all
ser, s Locame mid-December. Yet in
they fower garden voses; pansies  and
chirssanthemums wers rapidly anfold-

ing in the woarn slow rwudn. rather
ragoed and disvaloved, o ba sure, but

fAowers Yor sl vhud

““Ilem’s de ve'y tings fer dyessin up
de talile " Aunt Charicite muttersd to
horsell ae she sondidvd betwize the bor-
devs and on to the bael: porcl Before
e conld knook. the lmll doar opened,
aad Mr= Lae called oul:

“Howd'y, Aont CCharlotte? Come
right in ay room to the fire. You'll
cateh your denth wel, runoning about so
i bad weather, Sit dotwn nad dry yoor
foot while you t=l] me all the nows. '"

straight yit, but furesz I kin muky ont
my Meely—dey choosed her fir quoon—
is gwine be drossed up fn white, wid e
crown on, un red shpes, an st up on &r
cheer on top de temcher's table, wid or
big stripe-ed shawl cll hangin Jdown
ter de tio', an de sthoolehillons is 1er
coma up "fare her an aay doy speechas—
‘bomt de Loy stood on  de buroin deck,
an twinkle, twinkle, litéle stsrs nn de
roaper whose msme is debt, an all dem
yothers, Den doy gwine hava di-logs
fer the big obilluns, an arter dar all de
young men will march sn sing aronnd
her, an she ha' ter ohioos: ono on “ea for
king, Dat’s whut gits Meeiy wihnrde
wool's short. Yoa kuow she ain't for-
ard lek de yother gals ™'

N0 Meely's & good girl—the best
I know. I& tiant ali?'’

“Oh, no'm, Dey gwine bave er #up-
per, sot in de scnoolhonse eonild or (e
chorede Dag'ldl e 50 cents an ost all
you WAnis €r burbecne an pie. De charch
don't git none or dat; Lit all goes ter

dem whi' 'vides de vittels. Bat the
side table whar dey gwine sell cake sn
candy an reasons an oringes sn  Ses-

gyars will he all fer de paschnrs =al’cy.
*Sides dat he git de dime &t de do’ oo
Da church owes him £40, an dsy had
ter promubs ter git vp soup'n wonid
ulﬁka i‘ tl-q-' hl‘.ﬂ.l l.fh.t‘i.-.-un:,-. Tore ha'd
'Eree ter baptize any or den lns’ oon-

vertx He 'lowal his body wus des as
well wath savim a=s dey zouls, an he
wasn't gwina ruint hi=s Ias" soit er

olothes in de water "dout he bl de in-
shoranes exr gittin money tar Luy mo’, "7

““J s, Does it come off Chrisnmns
eve™’

“Oh, no'm. Iit's gwine
night in Chrismuos. De sother chhurohes
an school “tainmonts will be through by
den, so0 we git er big arowd. De='viety
from town—ds Sons and Dasughias of
I Will Arise, say dey romin ont Ter Soe
how us conntry niggers does, an | wagts
ter "stonish amm good Gue e sho,

“You want ma o help yoout'

“*“Yewmnmn: ¥ he metty prond
will. I gotthresdogen cgges. K7 von dey
1ot ma heve de sagar an batter an doar,
11l mauka two enkes fer de side wublo
an bake om in yodr big rosepans. An l
thonght maybe you'd len me de moncy
ter git Meely s dress an shoes, an maks
dis orovwn fer her, an len me you Lingoy
Blankit fer go over (¢ chear, EF jou
will, hit'll be sr mighty biz 'cormmer.
dation. ™’ '

“Has Moeely oorgrown the whire dross
I madde her Isst snmuec?™”

*‘No'on bot hit's been swashed. "Sides

I hit nuver stns noihin boar swiss mu=lin,

| eny quoeens don’t nuver war

Now she got ter Lhave tarlfon.  Peachar
notlan

| elsny nn nnver pots ooe ou dey bocele buk

des de one time. His's boun tér be risht
merw. ="

“"Yon had batter get harvellow shaoed
She oan wear them afterward. ™

“Teacher say dey mus' be red—dar's
what de town niggers will be spocting
an dev ghan't hava mo souss ter luogh

&f 1 eqn help 41,7
“Yon want me tomnks the dresss’
“Yeéssum, f yon wills"’
SAnd the erown?''
"Ain"t nobuwdy buot youa wonld do it
Ter e’

Do yoawant it Hhe this?" =how-

" ing 8 picture of a royal diadam
“No'ny "Maaiil Aant Charlotre, "De
ohrdtlans is gwine wiar silver ones whet
der sny dey speeches nn Mise” Pasoo ho
madn um onn for or partren. 30078 des
wr ban big Tooaph to po on do hend,

Aunt Chariotte stuele her torn, muad- |

dy slices toward the blaziog logs, fetch- |

ed a st of groaning sigh and said:
“La, Miss Ma'y, yon kaow [ never
hears no news, but ey nor’ated it at
church mecting “istuldy dat ole Indy
Erantley wus metty low wid de brown-
ekoptors, an ole Miss (alishaw's Flo'-
ence had dooe rooned off an macried
wist Do sy

“FWail, well, shebas sdriven her ducks
ton bud market Girls areso foolish,
O, did you hear from ofd Mr. Pegraaa?
1 s pold e was badly bhure last wesk

“Namsnitn, beclumb up de stable lof?,
buntin for do bovseas joger Tickar, an
full throagh on dat Feane muls, an de
oritter Eicked hime S0 de dootor say de
epine or he back is gunervelized. "’

Dear me! Yon don't say so!”” Mra
Lo vermrned.

For anr hour the talk slipped along
thechannels af local gessip. Aont Char-
lotte knew thero was nothing ke tid-
Bits of pews 1o ool Misd May in good
Lumar. Whatever happaned fn ten
sriles arommd was reported, with en-
largement s vaciations, st the color-
ed ohurch.  Besides Aunt Chariotte her-
welf was outdoor luendress for scme half
dugsn femilies, #ov of oourse kpew all
about them, When her feet wepe dry.
she got ap, picked her stmbomnet from
the floor and said, balascing hermelf on
ans foot:

Well, I mos® be goin.  Miss Ma'y,
ts you gut any gole paper?™’

*~List yaee sew,
have, Do vou want soanes
ll!g o
ths church?'”

“Nomsum—no'm. I does wants some,

Are they go-

Ves, [ ihink—T Enow I

bave nouther Christmas tree at

bus 'wmin't fer no Chrismms tree Dey .

Acuye bl g0 wany er dum, an fessarvuls,
an May soppers, an 50 on, de folks js
sived ont um.  AEst" Pasco, dié teacher 1t

wid sharp p'ints steunin up sroend da
tep, Meriy's mus’ bedut way, 100, only
guls a bigger. "

YH-m-m? Is that all you wanti™”

*Yemmumpe—"eoptin "tIn doem flowess
out yomder in de gyarden: Ao 11 swisp
cde yurd, an make yoor sonp in do spring-
time, an iron all Miss Looy's mice
clothes nest sumnes. 7

“)1 know you will, yom blessod Auut
Charlotes, "° anid Miss Laey Loe ron-
ning in with ber aroes fall of Soery.
“And Mesely shnll boas tine as Friday
in this taristan dress of wine—I vo only
worn it onoes—angd 8 ved sasloand stock-

IR YOU GOT ASY GULE IPATE]

s a8 well s the shoes, And her
orown shall have 17 tiay sherp poists
to 13, o for esch year of her Sifo and
mrine. You Enow we were born the sama
dur, and huave grown up just the snme
slze "’

Aunt Charlotre beamed all over

“God love von, Miss Lacy! You is
one  good ehild. Twns thinkin 'bong
dut dress all do was oter Dere—=taudsin
up how I eould gitit. If vour fucs des
wan't so Hetle daug Moely conlidn’t gt
mo's her big toe in youar shoes I'd ax
you fer dem wihice slippers nod let da
red stockin's da, ™"

**“Oh, she shanll have shoes—neover
fear!'" Luey padd, Boliding the «i2liito
the Hght. *‘Bat haow will she gor to
churel without spoiling them' It's a
mile from your houdc, and the wund
will be knes doep. You know it always
Taing a weéek when the wind is 'u the
soutlL 7"

**Yessum, hit's gwine be badd. Dev done
*oided at choreh meetin dat Moely mos'
dress in de clostes® honse dar an dey
come out, an besat up in e no wop bog-

ae free school, is metty high larnt. He | & 8if bave sighs er de big Loy pull

btoet: one session ter dd Frisk nuniver-
sity, up hat Nashville, =0 de church
call an blm ter pervent um samp'n new,
An he tole am dey mas' have er quean
er (hrigmnpe ™'

Yndeed? That is something new.
Teil mea all abons i

“1 sin’t =motly got de whale

ber up ter de church do'. Den Mist’
Pa=uy, he gwine take ber outin bit on
tote hur upde aisle an set ker fn de
chser on do table. ™’
= Lucy laughed sloud, H&r wmother
frowned and ssid, a trifle sharplv:

T would not allow that, Ulinrlotte

ine | Meely is u0 ohild. "

b Saddy |

|
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Aung Oharlotte looksd at the floor in
mieck obstinacy

“Dex t=tls me gueens dom't walk
aoae tall," she sald, “an de bugey
cain’t gift oo nigher "an de dot, "

“Theu let two of the big givls maks
# hee sadddle and tote her, That won't
louk half so bad as to see Pazeo bnsving
her Tike an old ecab does her katten, '*
Alre. Lo gaid, still sharply,

“*Tt's the hogging, not the Togging,
ma objects to,”7 Lmey said throoghk
her langhing, “‘bDot that does oot mmt-

ter. 1 beleve My Pascowant (o uarsy

Mgely.**

“*He do, " safd Moeely's mather, “*hub

gl o sot her man on dar oar' owdas
cioos Pefte Mouchnm, swwho've got no
ligion "tall, ¥ des alwavs whistlin
recls an potilBRogs an singin "bouv
H Moster Rebbib yo' years mighty long.
T e, Iy denr, sy nre oot on Wwrons
Dat's what mnke me try so hard ter
git her fix up nice for dis vere time. I'm
gwina zit all de thiugs an dey tell 'er
sl enin’t hove opm “doat she'l]l “grea
ter take Mi=t" Pasco, ™

Lucy's ayes flashed, but bafore aha
conld speak e mother said:

“Well, I hope you'll sacoeed, but it
dacs seean o me that svhen o il sets
ber hoart on o triffing, ne account fel-
loww thier: is no ode trying to changes it
I didno't know JMeoly was ke tho rest,
but I"11 Belp vou 41 T ean.

“So will L' said Luooy, rooning
away, withscarier eheeks. Maely's cass
was her owt: Bert Wilmer hnd her
hesre papl hzre troth plHeht; rich Dove

Allvm, the bucking of her paronts. Pes-
wibly it was thiz fellow fecling that
wiads her sowondrous kiud to Mecly.

Fossildy also ehe face chat Pete haed been
pertiuan for Lthe lovers ever siuce Bert
wns torbidden the Lee hoose had soms-
thing 1o do with' the case

Thot, oo, the Lees wirs o habirnol
providence th ths poor blucks about
thwm.  Love for the merry, oareless,
stmpla-shrowd race was an their blood,
ootumvhension likewise. They saw un-
asr the gratssogms exrravagance of the
auten of Chrisfhinas™ o germ of self
reliance smd forthered it sccordingly:

When at lx=t it csme fo pass, Laoy,
wirth her brother and » dozen more young
folks, stood ontside and Jooked on
through the window back of the palpit.
The ¢hurch was a hig lug steneture, 1it
with kemsens lamps in flaving tin
fivcrors, amd fairly eraommed with dark
humnniry. :

Besides the cotintry pegroes for miles
groumnd the Sons nnd Daoghters of I
Will Arise were out in full regalin, o
hundred strong. BEach brother wors &

red spsh crassing his breass, with atin

| stur over the heart, & green apron tayrsed

up with wellow, and o blus and white
rosotte opon the Ivfs lapel. Each sister
was gorgeocns ina purple ecaps, n long
white, focely manifled sprvs, deep red sash
nbout the waist and orange tmrban wiri
grien plomes. They marched to their
allotted places, droning out a weind,
woridless claus, and vainly tried 1o
munintain -an atvituds of solemn oriti-
ciem. The crowd was dorted with smil-
| ing familiar faces, the savory soent of
barbeous was in the mir, and Brudder
Pasohare, otherwise the Rov. Mr. Bar-
ker, shook hands op amd down the
benches with s fervar that almost -sco
them shooting.

Presently the deacons hustied and
gnueszed the orowsd back from the aisle,
and My, Pasco came throngh with Mee-
Iv in his arms. She was-a slim slip of a
girl, but he stagpered aoder her weight
nnd wonlid bave fallem when monnting
to her chair shrone if Pete Meocham
had not sprung forward und relieved
hirg of hi= burden.

“Uwmph! Ay Lord! T wonldn't have
dut nigger fer soap grease of he cuan'c
tots no better'n dav!” exclsimed the
forempst Danghter of 1 Will Arise,
whils cos of the country lnds minriiar-
ed: “‘Lordy! Wouldn't I des lek ter soo
Fm pat "ginst Pete at er lag rollin! He
done stay dar in dat schooi'ooss twell
he ain't po stropger'n er skecter, ™’

| Meoelvy reached her throne aboat equsli-
| Iy crutapled in clothes and feelings
1 Wiile the specches and dinlogues wenh

po she sat rembling and bslf blind, !

oniy kapt from running 1nconsinesers
away by the kmowledge that her moilh-
er's eva wasen her. She kpow wlhat was |
expecied of htr—that e wouid choose
Mr, Pasco o king—aud she hatod hio
ol 1f only she wight choose Peta!l Baol
he would not  be in the line Aant
Charlotte inddmungged to have himn left
ont. Afrer he put her in the ohuair he

sl down un the pulpit foor back of it

SENT WM SERAWLING TO THE VLOOR,
where the drapory hid hin the
orowed, but et him look his (11 ot her.
Thuvwas her only conselation. If they
tried to make her bodily over to My
FPuseo, he was close nt buancd, and Miss
Luey and Marse Bert looking in ot the
window. ready to give him countenance
for Ler protection,

At last the anarch began, Two by
o, 1 mian apnd woman, they canle 1ntg
tha simall elear spare hefore her and
woved pronud singing:

My Tord omlied Mintor Mavrths
Hister Mavithy would not suiswer

Hi=twr Moarihy s Ento i gyanden,
Taikia crbout iy laord

Five minntes of slow, Lyavy stamp-

fug; then ciine a wild whirl vo
Dy war hban'a u" taisie
Inir war Doan’so’ st
Dar war ban's o music
Ramblin fro’ doaks

Then the words dicd away to a wild
groaning shrick, with a tempestof foor-
fulls nander 1., The marchers formed o
whee! with the wWomen in the sisiter
and whirled at ton speed in front of and
up io the poor disteacted gnace,  The
paster came, too, with un oily =mile,
and put Nhis buggy whip in ber hand,
suying; “Now, Miss Permeszly, hit
your king amd lemme set his down ap
yvere ‘side yom., Hit is not guoa fer
Tooinag ter be erlone, (e Seripture sass
Now, shob yoor eyes an Jit doenex™ who-
e passes.'" With that he stenusdl Lo
mienso tha svhip.: yet adroitly 8ang the
lash arouna Pasey's neek.  Instantly
thore went np n great Inoching shont,
aud by thae time BModly had drawn one
sobbing Lreasth the tuacher wias beside
her, holding ber haud. The preacher
had draws a Wik abed & folded paper
frogn his pocket and was beginwing to
read that the docmonent authorized him
tosoalemmnize matkHmony betwixt Cuesar
Anegnsins Puseo and Pamela Alills

Out from Hhesvomder simcken crowd
came @ shrill exy: O-0-0! you vilyun!

T roan

1 bain't dead yer!' —
The next minnte a small and viclous —rt
looking Doughter of I Will Ariso | :

gtresmed ap to the throne, clutehed ghe
roval bridegzoom and shaking him fiil
Bis teeth chartersd eried owe:, *'1 ansr-
ried dis yere slab sided, low down, uo
‘cuant sriffin Ay apde ereok two years
erze, Gp to Nashvilla, an ook in wash- |
in tér spote Tim so bhe might go ter
school an git bock gens=e crnough ter be
er preacher  An dis §s whur I gios fer
ft. Fine pm yere IrFin [or marry er
gal 'ar don™ "ant nm an dois "ani stme-
body else. I beemn knowin ever senoe
be runned away Be wns mean as gur
broch thickescerd wid tadpoles. bnt I
pever did thoaghs he'd come guite ter
seah or pass us dis. ™"

Ay, Barker po: on his most judicial
Besraysd

aspeci. Pasou’s comnisusuce
hig guile Nevertheless the zuinister
asked:

**Is this woman your wife, Brother
Pascor ™ '
<1 musgried her once but 1 was o |

| chure, my boss s got license for me ter

| "The party outside oame in and stood in

mwapor then, and I propose to gef me s
divorce next —aw s00n, in foct, as
school is out,”” Mr. Posco said, calling
all his grammar to his aid . l

“"Den you bettér wait till von git it
More you try ter marry agin ' Peta
Manchuin said, earching his rival round
the waist and sending him sprawling
on the floor. Then he gathered the sob-
bing Meely in his arms and torped to
fave the preacher, saving: *“‘Mr. Pas-

marry dis same little gal. Git am from
him, please, an tia de knot right yere.
1 wuos gwine steal her ns wa went home,
baf 1 don’t wanter take no mo' risks er
losin ‘ex.*? :

Then o wonderfol thing happened.

a half ecircle, back of Pete and Maely,
until they were made one, when a
prave gentleman, whom nobody quite
kuew, stopped in front of Bert Wilmer
nnd Locy Lée, und in less tiwe than it
takss to write it they had Hkewise en-
tered thoe holy estate of mstrimony,
Pore and his boss, it seemed, had plan- |
ned u dogble ranwwgy. The happenings
of the evening only précipitated the
erisis l
Aunt Charlotte and Mre. Lee in time |
becnme recaneiled to their sons-in-luw,
bur the churelh meeting has never yef
ventured npon ancther gueen of Chrisg-

EXIAs,
THE GAME OF SNAPDRAGON.

Piayers Most He Qulok and Not Mind
Buarned Fingers,.

Few “‘Christmas gambols®’ exist in
their criginal form. Bat the old games
morified to suit modern taste as well
a5 the new gues arg just as full of fun
and are entered inta by the young foiks
powadays with as muach 288t as were |
the rougher gumbols over which in old |
England the ““Lord of Misrale' pre-
sidedl. Although the anthority of this
lord was  genernlly acknowlwiged av
Christmas  merrymalkings 200 or 200
vears neo, and be anoade things very live-
Iv, =uch dlisorders finally orent into bis
brisf burlesque reign that e Was sap-

! prossed.

Oms of the most guict and genial of
the gambols over whidh he was minster
has been honded down under the name
of “Suapdragon, "' Raising are pot into
a large bowl, covered with spirit, which
js deitedl, Liphts in the room are ex-
tinguished, and. each one attempts in
turn to grasp a raising, a feat reguiring
somaa skill and ermrage. Meauwhile an
sapproprinte acoompaniment is the “*Song
of the Sunapdragon, ' Leginning thus:

Here 3 domes with flnning bowl

Lon't e moan 0 talebis (GlLY
Bnin! Snap! Dialbon!

Take care yon don’v tauke ton macl,

Be not greedy in yonr clutels,
dnip! Enap! Dragon!

With his bioe pod lsppiug tungue

Many of yorx will be stung.
Smip! Snap! Dragon!

ot

A Eit of Puthos nt Christmasiide.

There is n little girl of 6 who bhas
proved herseif one of the ninpistering
children not in pameonly. A few weeks
apgo the baby of the family died. The
chilidren as well as the mother had
Iooked forward to hanging up the babs's
stocking at Christmmas with o great desl
of plessuve. Bat the loss of the baby
brought such anguish to themother that
she decidad to have no Clhristmas cele-
bration of any Ehndl. Last Sunday sven-
ing, o *the family sat in poartial dork-
ness, recounting their Joss with all its
sl circumstanees, o tendoer little voice
pioresd the gloom:

““Mamma, isn't there any (Christmas
in heaveu?"’

YU Yes darling, " answerwl the weep-
ing mother, It is always Clrisiniad
there.

“Then why doit’t yon kecp it hera?'’
persistod the little girl  *Jus' muke
b'lieve baly dsn’t dedd, an hang ap her
livele stockin, mamma, an le's all have
Christmae jus' the same an be happy,
like she i 7'

The chiild's wisdom prevailed against
the nosensoning forrow of the mother,
and the little ones are happy and busy
filling the stocking of the baby who will
keep (hristmas in beaven.

ver
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Christmas Dessert,

A HALF DOEEN BPUONE.

&_’% |
Christmas Carola l
The first Uhristoiag carol, as Milton
and Jeremy Tavlor have said, was sung t
by the angels on the plsins of Bethle-
hem, Thiscastom has prevatled in most
Christian opuntries and is porpstusted
izt Fingiand aad ou the continent, Cala-
brionn minstrels sill Jeave their moun-
tains during the last dajys preceding
Christmaos for Naples or Ramw, saloting
with their wild music the shirines of the:
Virsin Maother, o cheer her until the
birtis hoor of the infant Jesas, pow near
af band, The first Christmas ¢arols wers
bymns in honor of the nativity. They
wfterwarnd astumed a more stenlae char-
woter, many of them beingmgs-uf rav-
salry sccmupanying the festivities of tha
FCASOIL,

STORY OF A STORY.

The inspiration for it left Loveland
breathless ab 6 o'clock of an April morm-
ing ns bho belped drag Duy’s iy out of
the river, Duy was & mun who hbad
drowned hlmsalf bocacss he woas nob oley-
erencugh to make a woman think that
she loved him. Loveland koesw somathing
of them both. it wnas ns he lot ge Doy's
arm that the story came into his bead. He
got white, and his hand shook.

“You don't like touching ‘em?* sng-
gested the officer who had asslsted at the
useless rescue,

“What?"" asked Loseland In bowllder-
ment,

He was staring wp the river (Into the
gulfs of brigint miss. He had forgontten,
Lut when bis companion spoke he loaked
dawn nt the thing recalled to Bim and pe-
membered more gquickly than he had {oe-

gotten. Why, it was his touch on this
man’s deid arin that had set the pulaes of
» milifon Aprils beatiog in his n.

Donily, Hle—<did they, then, mean he
smme? He looked up the river agaln inio
springs of all 1the sears that hnd over boen
Iived by men—farther,  farther, fartber,
into all of these other springs, blooming,
dying, beyond tho wsenlle meiporles of
time. It was ns if he had once been a god
and a poot among gods, as if be had anoce
created the springtime syith the utterance

| of ane endiessly echolng word, & word »s

fatal os flame, as elusive as waler, hs besu-
tiful as the unkissed lips of n girl 1t wihs
ns if he bad now como (n soms Frotoan
disguise to tell of the thing ho had credted
to the deaf and dumb and blind peoples of
the world.

“‘Guess you'll get o protty scoop on The
Asterolid,”” the officer congratulated him.

Loveland startaxd. His I'nee got back lis
colur. Tho glow sank down to grsy asbes
in his gray eyes as he took oot his pad anil
began to muko copy. It hoad Just cocurrod
ta him that nt this particoler time, on
this particalar planet, hils role of reporter
muast be enrried out.  He wonld write the
story when he got tlmme. Meanwhiic there
was the ecoop.

September came, but he had pever had
the time, All thropgh the summer the
atary bad beckoned him, allurcd him,
mastered his imaginntion with ts beauty
and wvirilicy, with Its exqulsite strango-
ness, Its yer more exquleite familiaricy, 16
secmeaed 0 him thnt he Enew each word,
ench paragraph, ns 1t would 1ok on pa-
per. (Highteen Lours after I8 hours of the
dally routine his tired eyes inwnrdly ou-
resstd phantasmnmasl phrages, hla 1ips mur-
mtaedd swords that svero the souls of words,
but he never found time to write the story
out beenuse of thoe heck work which al-
lIowed Lilm to live by bread slane,

Sometines, indeed, on Monday mornlng
halldays, Le took thought of giving it tun-
gible formn, but his moed and his boliday
nover chimed. Ofwn, however, down nt
the office, when the rush woas most hreath-
1ess anad the yell for copy most maddening,
Lovelond suddenly felt himsolf In a&sg
lute tune with the story. *'If I could only
write It now!™" he used to say to hlmself

| al such mamentd. The futllivy of the re-

ficotion enmged him ono evening ss he
bent above his proofs, trying to make
them out by tho sweltering lights of nus-
ural gas.

It was searcely an hounr after one of
thesn poeriods thnt ho stood in his room
with the mood upon him. Tt gripped him,
It forced him, He fought It hack and
hurried with his dressing. Therd were two
moen to interview, he told himeelf. Thers
was the city counecil to report, a benuilt to
look inat, 20 other things but the mood
did nout retreat even when donfronted with
these fucts. The rather {6 Insisted. Even
us. Lovelnnd pot his hand upon the door to
g0 ho stoppod short and etared ook of the
window. Perbaps it was mosning to bim
and the vell of the mist was divided again.
At least he did not go bhack to tho offioe.
Instond, he fung hims=l{ across his bed
and began to write. " 1

About 1 o’ clock his roommate, Cressot,
tumbled up the stalrs and In an the door,

“What!'” he gasped. Heo paléed percép-
tibly as ho half way sappreciated Lhe sitda-
ticn. **The bass is down there, '’ be whin.
pured, swestricken. “*Tho whele geng js
cusslog you ont. What are you dolng
bere? 1 only lonked in hers as o lags
chance. '

Laoveland lifted himself of aaudden and
roested hls eyes on Cresaet, twisting his
penctl in his cramped Gogeys ad e did so.
Not that he knew they wered cramped.

“Will you got out?’’ inquired Loveland
evenly and mpolitely.  Hls hrow wore s
new aspect of soverslgnty under Lz Dghe

D disordered halr: his lps took on fiew curves

of command; a large minded indignation
Blazed in his eves and voloe, Fob Cresset
was nov impressed, He was not aoous-
tomod to bo impressed by anything ¢xcept
ithe hoss, and besides in his mind's eye
Lo bebeld an office full of swearing men

“Certainly,”” said he, 1 will get out,
goid o will you. ™

It was duylight when Loveland stopped
writing. He gathrréd the sheots of the
matiuseript up, and taking them over to
the open window read them by the light
in tho eyes of the peals dawn, who looked
marvaling over his shoulder,

It was one of the rooments that make
ctorinlty seems worth whitle. The story. was
written. He heild is in his hand, the beauw-
tiful, perfect thing thet expressed, ans a
Hower Ita soed, the conception that haed
lall o summer long In bhls bedrt, In his
heart! Why, be Knew it had lald waiting
B miilion yeénrs in the henrt of the unl.
verse! Ho looked arounsd the dim roormn
with the ¢yes of a god sitting at table In
Ligh heaven, above life and fate atd tme
and the ignoble hungers of men.

As he turned to greet the like look of
the Eindling dawn CUresset drageed his
tired body Into the room. He drupped
downon the bed, kicking off his shoes nnsd
trying to eateh Loveland's glsnes befom
he spoke. At last Loveland moved sboul,
huntlng ot & fresh m‘ljuthum umong the
i1l mssortod contents i desk, bet Le
took no notles of Cressst and when Mo de-
liberately began copying from the orug-
pled manascript the lattar could atend it
no longer.

=1 say, Lovoland!'" he called out,

Loveland looked up vaguoely. *“Wen,
he suld—his hand never stopped. " What
1z i

“You've been fived, that's ail,” sald
Cresset.

Loveland dropped his vague eres hack
to his moving penell, Cresset wondered i
he hnd heard. He knew that thaoes were
hord and places difficult to get. He Enow
that & man might starve in out of the way
holes while hbunting & job. He kpew all
this, and ho reaity thought tlins Perbdpa
Loveinnd had mot beard hlm, bot he nesd
not have worried. Loveland had honesd nll
right. He had oven wontdsred why Croswes
should have bolbered hian with a 1ligis
thing like that.—Kasts diold's Washing-
ton. 1

Escape Easy.
The state of masTimaony s acey
o honor alinost any kind of estradition
papers. —Deotruit Tribuue




